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THANK YOU... 


Dedications: 


I would like to start by saying thank you to everybody 
who supported me through all these years. I’ve grown 
not only as a poet and a writer but as a person, my 
family has given me the tools and encouragement to take 
a leap of faith and publish my work. To my close friends 
who have always kept their arms wide open to read my 
work and give their honest opinions, I thank you as well. 
I would also like to thank three very important teachers, 
who had a big impact on me as a writer, Ms. Kay, Ms. 
Taft, and my tenth grade English teacher Ms. Switz - 
without your help and support I would not have the 
courage to publish this. 


Without any of you my work might still be stuck in a little 
blue folder on the top of my desk... 


CHERRY BLOSSOM TREE 


Cherry blossom tree, cherry blossom tree 
How your beauty speaks to me 
From the tips of your branches that hold pink flowers 
To the big mighty trunk that shows the earth your true power 


For now I will sit here and quietly enjoy you, 
Only knowing that one day winter will take you 


But I won’t lose hope in you 
No, no I won’t 
Because I know that after winters grey 
You shall blossom again on a warm summer’s day 


‘TIME 


The time just goes so fast right now, 

The who, the what, the when or how, 
What’s new, what’s hot, what’s cool, what’s now, 
What’s been changed and re-arranged, 

It seems to me our brains are slaves, 

We can’t keep up with every page, 

Or what’s the style and all the rage, 
Nothing ever stays the same, 

The hours turn to day by day, 

And everywhere all I see is change. 


It seems to me to be such a mystery, 
Why are people in so much misery? 
We have new cars, new jets, new boats, 
We have new music, new bars, new floats, 
We have new shoes, new food, new boots, 
We have all these fancy things, 

We have our goals, our hopes, our dreams, 
But for some that’s not everything, 

We strive to find more new, 

More ching. 


We want to buy new diamond rings, 
And things that make our bodies neat, 
To me it’s such a mystery, 
How can you be unhappy with so many things... 


THIS ONE’S FOR THE GIRLS 


This poem’s for the girls, 
Beaten and bruised, 
Angry and confused, 
This poem’s for the girls, who are used like tools, 
Ones stuck in a bad loop, 
In an ice cold world, 
This poems for the girls labeled “prostitute” on their forehead, 
The ones who feel dead, 
On the inside. 


This poems for the girls who feel insecure, 
Who feel not so sure, 
Who on the inside feel hurt, 
But outside don’t say a word, 
The ones who are silently feeling so burned, 
The ones who search for real love, 
But look in the wrong places, 
The ones who hide true pain, 
Behind their pretty faces. 


This poem’s for the girls who are always called nerds, 
The ones with good grades, 
The ones with straight A’s, 
But feel angry with rage, 
When they’re called mean cruel names, 
Like “fatso” and “four eyes” 
When they take center stage, 


This one’s for the girls, 
Who feel so alone, 
The ones who are beaten by daddy at home, 
The ones who are quiet, 
The ones who are closed, 
And don’t like their faces to be shown, 


This one’s for the girls, 
Full of venom and rage, 
The ones with the not so average breasts for their age, 
The ones who are angry and have learned hate, 

The ones always in trouble, 

With no food on their plate, 

The ones always home late, 

The ones that never feel perfect when they go out on dates, 


This one’s for the girls, 
This one is for you, 

Because I hate anybody, any sex, any age to feel abused, 
I think people deserve more credit than given their dues, 
I swear that I promise I wrote this poem for you, 
Because there’s a God in heaven, 

That will always love you. 


Owed to Writing 


This poem is dedicate to writing, 
A place I am free to speak my mind, 
Not just a place to pass the time, 
Or a place to ignore the long nights, 
It’s a pace I feel safe, 
I place I can rhyme, 
A place were true value and dark secrets shine most bright, 
A place I can cry and not be judged, 
A place to release stress and anger, 
A place to express love, 
It’s a place I can say bad words, 
A place I can curse, 
Because paper won’t criticize you, 
You can spill each word and each verse, 
And not feel awkward or ashamed, 
It’s a place to express deep inside pain, 
A place to say “go away” or “leave me alone” 
A person to talk to when you feel all alone, 
A place to put things that others won’t know, 


Writing is place you can tell an adventure, 
Make up a story or a love song, 

A place you can dump your thoughts all day long, 
It’s a place you can make yourself witting and smart, 
A place you can look at the stars, 

Or talk about knights in armor ready to charge, 
Big scary beasts evil and large, 

So long story short, 

Thank you writing for letting me absorb, 

My feelings, hopes, and dreams on your blank pages, 
Thank you for letting me take you many places, 
Thank you for letting me crumple your pages, 
When something’s “not good enough” when I’m mad or angry, 
Thank you for letting me burn like the sun, 
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Thank you writing I owe you one, 


DREAMERS 
A POEM INSPIRED BY THE BOOK OF MICE AND MEN 


George and Loennie were an unlikely pair, 
One not so tall, 

The other big and strong, 
One had common sense, 

The others brain was small, 

But the one thing that kept them tied on this dirt road we call 
life, 

They had a common dream, 

That they could practically see every night, 
A little piece of land they could call their own, 
A place they could call home, 

No more feeling alone, 

No more beans without ketchup, 

No more life on the run, 

While the hunting dogs catch up, 

No more running out of weed, 
Because what that land meant to them, 
Was that they could be free, 

No more ranch workers salary, 

They could set out and be who they wanted to be, 
They would no longer be drifters, 

In the eyes of society. 


BIG HEART SMALL MIND 
INSPIRED BY THE BOOK OF MICE AND MEN 
Loennie was a big guy with an even bigger heart, 
And even though he wasn’t all that smart, 
He didn’t care about skin color, 
No matter who you were, 
He didn’t care if you lived in a barn, 

He’d give you a hug with his big giant arms, 
He could care less about a crooked spine, 
Because in his unique mind there were no racial lines, 
Always very kind, 

He saw people as people, 

They were all good and fine. 
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Yellow wheels, 
Seats always filled, 
No room for me, 
Kicked out of seats, 
Literally, 
No friends for me, 
Except for the kid in the back left 8 grade seats, 
People controlled me, 
Told me where to sit, 
I was just a nice kid, 
Who wanted to fit in, 
Ended up with ear buds that fit right in, 
At that time I felt the worst mistake I made was moveing in, 
Made fun of, 
Always called out aloud, 
It was always too loud, 
Never part of the crowed, 
With ear buds I would drown the sound out, 
Started to hang out alone, 
Didn’t want my anger to show, 
The more I held it in, 
The more it would grow, 
It just goes to show, 
That being a nice person has gotten me left out in the snow, 
So thank you bus 107, 
For showing me how far other kids go, 
To be heartless and cold. 
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‘TRAFFIC 


(A POEM ABOUT HUMAN TRAFFICKING) 


Why is it around? 
Who made it come alive? 
Why is human trafficking another part of everyday life? 
People say “just another website” 
Or “another magazine” 
Is beauty a price to pay, 
Every time these girls bleed, 
Does anyone care who these men and women beat, 
Does anyone know that she feel defeat? 
Or that she will never feel clean? 
Does anyone talk about the horrible things she does to geta 
plate to eat? 
Or that there’s no way out, 

She is sold in the street, 

Tricked and deceived, 
Full of hopelessness and grief, 
That all these men see on a screen is a good piece of meat, 
To satisfy a hunger that they to feel so deep? 
Do they know of her living hell? 
That nobody helps her, 
Whether scream or yell? 


Her pain can’t be felt by the magnitudes of yelps, moans or 
groans, 
In this godless world she feels alone, 
She feels beat down, 
These are the people with duct tape on their mouths, 
Who wear real crowns of thorns, 
And like Jesus on the cross, 
They too are beaten and torn, 
They live in a world where “sex” is an everyday art forum. 
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‘TEXTNOLOGY 


It’s a looming monster everywhere, 
I see it everywhere I go, 
It just comes to show, 
Technology is taking over the globe, 

We no longer talk to one another in person, 
Instead we reach for the phone inside our purses, 
Everywhere I see online cursing, 

That no one would say in person, 

People kill themselves over stupid texts, 
When no one understands that, 

Words can hurt whether online or in person, 
This generation is a prison, 

We need an intermission, 

From technology if we all want to live fondly of one another and 
each other, 

Would you say online? 

What you say to your own mothers? 
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A POEM FOR YOU 


You are like a tree in autumn 
Standing firm and tall 
The colors of your pretty leaves 
Show better than any and all 


You are like the winter snow that fall on that magical time of 
year 
Like children playing in the snow 
You are full of cheer 
But if you were to slip and fall on ice and start to cry 
I would be there quickly to wipe the tears from your eyes 


You are like the morning dew 
On blossoming plants 
When the sweet wind blows 
From the petal rose 
I would be there to dance 


You are like a summers day 
Bright 
Hot at first glance 
When people get to know you 
Your warm personality seems to stay and last 
Your laugh is but a warm one too 
You seem to stick to my mind like glue 
This might sound awkward 
But I can’t stop thinking about you. 
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LIVE FOR THE LITTLE. 


For now I will live for the small things 
Warm blankets and welcoming messy sheets 
The crisp cold air of the autumn 
The breath that I breath. 


For now I will live for the details 
The way rain looks on sheets of glass 

The fresh smell of rain 

Of wet soil 
Of grass 
How light hits each object and its shadows below 

How each small weed, 
Small seed, 
Shall grow. 


For now I will live for the simple things 
The smiles on faces 
The people I meet 
The arguments had 
The tears that are wept 
The colors of things and the dirt left on sleeves. 


For now I will live for love that is living 
Weather the world be our friend or lest be unforgiving 
The hardships and hunger for greatness 
That keeps our hearts and hopes so gleaming 
The broken hearts had by all that keep beating 
And the voice that will say 
For now we are here 
But one day we are leaving 
So stop for the moment 
No thinking 
Just breathing. 


“The trees breathe all the time and no one really notices. They take in the air 
we choke on. They live and die in silence. So I hug them. Someone should.” 
— Evan Roskos, Dr. Bird's Advice for Sad Poets 
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CAFE WINDOW. 


| wrote this poem on a rainy day 
In a church cafe 
Looking out a window at the beautiful Saul patio 
Looking at the vines above the white pillar brick 
While looking at the happy go lucky lunatics 
Crazy enough to sit out in this cold weather 
Then | remember 
That these people here have a faith in something they themselves cannot 
see 
And | wish 


The rest of the world was all that simple. 


LS 


BLANK PAGE. 


I hate when I have a blank page 
Because it was meant to have words on it 
Yet I don’t know what I want to tell it 


To tell other people. 
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THEY WHISPER WELCOME 
HOME. 
I see the shadows as they crawl across the wall 
from a lava lamp 
its greenish hue along the walls of the dark room, 
let the demons come and play, 
throughout the greyish gloom, 
and as they hiss and spat at me, 
I stand there all alone, 
while the shadows grab and snatch at me, 
they whisper “welcome home” 
and as I walk alone along the hallway corridors while mirrors meet my face, 
the monster puts its claws on walls and runs its blade across the paint, 
my reflection when I see it become a bit more pale, 
I look a little closer but my eyes have but gray scales, 
and before the worrier of daylight prevails, 
I'm left with horrors of unknown only existing in the tales, 
and from the distance as I walk out into the cold, 
an old black raven that’s found its haven, 
the same the spoke to Poe, 
now looks at me with gleaming eyes, 


then whisper's, 
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welcome home. 
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WHAT COULD YOU GAIN FROM 
ME? 


Oh No No No 
I could never amount to Mr. Edgar Allen Poe. 

Oh No No No 

I could never capture the beauty of the trees or withered leaves or winter 

snow like thoreau 

Oh No No No 

Ms. Dickinson was the first to lay the dash line verses that made for greats 
in female poe 
Oh No No No 

I could never fill the seat of silverstein 
Oh No No No 
why oh lord did you choose me to write when you have people Akiane 
People oh so better than me 
for I never knew the ancient ways and hymens and songs of poetry 

The sound's that came known for me was Marshal Mather's voice through 
spoken beats 
Oh No No No 

I've never known the ancient reads of Aristotle or Socrates 
Oh No No No 
what could I ever complete when thoughts are withered unable to finish 
simple problems on a math sheet? 

Oh No No No 

my songs could never compete to men who set two forks in the road then 

walked both paths before thee 

Oh No No No 


what oh lord could you ever see or want from me? 
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OH LORD SAVE THE 
JEWS 


Be honest with me humanity, 
How many more trenches do we need 
Full of souls with empty shoes, 
Bare feet, bare naked, bodies piled by in heaps, 
Pellets dropping down from showers, 
Gas chambers so no one breaths, 
Jews Turned to ashes so Nazi's could kill them quietly, 
So how do we digest this? 
What started as discrimination, 
Was caused by digression 
Which Ended in dasinigration, 


Oh Lord 
Please help 
The Jew 


Be honest humanity, 
How many more casualties, 
Do we need from firing lines, 

With naked babies crying in arms of husbands wives, 
Shot down into trenches in line's? 
Humanity should forever be mentally scared, 
Killing off the people with a cloth in the shape of a star, 
All because of one raised arm, 

"Hail Hitler" 

The iron fist from Goliath, 

That almost stomped out the David's, 

It’s important we remember this. 

And so I say, 

Oh Lord 
Please Help 
The Jews. 
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WALKING ALONG THE DITCH. 


Here | walk alone 
along the dry desert brush 
Old dried out weeds 
Concrete walls and rocks and dust 


Here | walk alone 
the sound of Traffic in the distance 
the crunch of my footsteps 
the whispers of the wind 
The ditches with old footprints 


Here | walk alone 
the view of the old sunset 
Young spirits lay in unrest 
| pass an apartment complex 
and | think 
Do the people know? 


Do they know 
About the dead desert 
Lifeless, brown and gray, 
Many people walk along this path, 
Yet many go astray, 

Do they know of this secret place | walk, 
that Graffiti breathes life into the walls? 
Or that while it rains 
A stream is made? 

That brings life to the dead dry valleys heart, 
Do they know of the old tree that gave me shade, 
No longer stands at all? 

Or the sound you hear as the wind blows? 
It makes music through dead and dry 


So here | walk alone 
on this uphill road towards the city 
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what looks so dead and dry 
To people with sore eyes 
May to some 
Look oh so pretty. 


CHILDREN. 


When I look at the children 
I think to myself: 
Look how happy they look 
They know not the cruelty of life yet 
I look at some of these beautiful faces 
Then say to myself 
That one could be successful 
That one could be a whore 
That one could be a football player 
That one could be a cheerleader 
That one could die 
That one could grow up poor 
That one could be rich 
It pains me to see 
These smiling faces 
Because it reminds me when I to was innocent 
Happy playing in the grass 
Or with the old friends I had 
it’s sad 
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That one day they will know 
How cold of a place 


The world could be. 


MONEY WHERE YOUR MOUTH 
IS. 


Today on the television screen, 
They were talking of the economy, 
But the man who was talking, 
About graphs and statistics, 
Had the money in his pockets, 
So what would he have known, 


About it. 
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DUSK WALK. 


Dusk walks 
Are the best kinds of steps wasted 
When you look up at the sky 
You see streaks of clouds touched by orange 
You see clouds who did not get that luxury 
Of being admired in the sky 


Dusk walks are the best moments when earshot is wasted 
You can hear the birds in beautiful trees, 
Talk to one another, 
Their echo's whisper through the neighborhood walls, 
Hoping that a mate will listen, 
But some calls are louder than others, 


You can't hear the more quiet bird fly away, 


Dusk walks are the best walks 
The sky opens to show Armageddon 
Light and dark touch one another 
It shows truth 
Like the cloud that did not have orange 
And the bird that did not call for a mate 
The reason dusk is so short 
Is because the shadow is just light enough 


That we can see the ugly truths. 
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EMRIC. 


E- Stands for enjoyable 
M- for mischievous mischief young mind 
R- stands for almost running because he can walk now 
I- stands for immensely awesome 


C- cunning cuddly and cute because he's a baby. 
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DEAR JAY 


You had a big frame 
But an even bigger heart 
No closed door policy 
No apologies for the love you gave 
You made the world a better place 
With each life you touched 
You did so much 
I miss you 
We all do 
the way you fell away left us all in pain 
But the love you left is still alive 
Yet still rains 
Like the blood that flows 
Through Jesus Christ's veins 
Because warm hearts never fade away 
Your warmth seems to get us through the cold days 
Because forever now 
October will be colder 
Sometimes life gives us bruised bumps on broken shoulders 
To your boys it must be the weight of the world, 
A boulder, 
But I know one day these hardships make us all bolder, 
So thank you jay 
In this world you where nothing less than a solider 
On the front lines 
Holding to people blind in life 
Your rewards in heaven have probably stacked to new heights 
I hope you’re having fun up there 
Tell Uncle Ben I said Hi 
I think about him to 
He too was a great guy 
I know your looking down from heaven watching over Emric.... 
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